Charles took no notice. The motor, loaded with refugees,
continued to travel very slowly down the hilL 'The men are
there/ chorused the others. c Men will see to it.'
'The men can't see to it. Oh, this is ridiculous! Charles, I
ask you to stop.'
'Stopping's no good,' drawled Charles.
'Isn't it?' said Margaret, and jumped straight out of the
car.
She fell on her knees, cut her gloves, shook her hat over
her ear. Cries of alarm followed her. 'You've hurt yourself I'
exclaimed Charles, jumping after her.
'Of course I've hurt myself!3 she retorted.
' May I ask what - '
'There's nothing to ask,' said Margaret
'Your hand's bleeding.'
'I know.'
6 I'm in for a frightful row from the pater.*
*You should have thought of that sooner, Charles.5
Charles had never been in such a position before. It was
a woman in revolt who was hobbling away from him, and
the sight was too strange to leave any room for anger. He
recovered himself when the others caught them up: their
sort he understood. He commanded them to go back,
Albert Fussell was seen walking towards them*
' It's all right!' he called. * It wasn't a dog, it was a cat/
'There!' exclaimed Charles triumphantly. *It's only a
rotten cat.*
'Got room in your car for a little 'un? I cut as soon as I
saw it wasn't a dog; the chauffeurs are tackling the girl.*
But Margaret walked forward steadily. Why should the
chauffeurs tackle the girl? Ladies sheltering behind men,
men sheltering behind servants - the whole system's wrong,
and she must challenge it,
'Miss Schlegel! Ton my word, youVe hurt your hand.9
'I'm just going to see,' said Margaret 'Don't you wait,
MrFussell.'
The second motor came round the corner.' It is all right,
madam,' said Crane in his turn. He had taken to calling her
Tna/la.mT
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